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Summary: Firth, son of Furious, has never quite had the killer instinct in him. From the time he could fly, he's been... Different. So when he is sent to kill Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the third, you can imagine that things don't quite go as planned. But it's fine. It's not like the developments will end up starting a war or something... Right?





	Ever-Changing Tides

**Ever-Changing Tides**

**Prologue**

_The Sullen Sea is a very wild and windy place. Full of Winterfleshers that strip the flesh off of one's bones in three minutes flat, Doomfangs with their freezing breath, and sometimes even beasts such as Leviathorgans, Darkbreathers, Woden's Nightmares, Thor's Thunderers and the great Bewilderbeast. These creatures rarely show themselves to humankind, but beneath the waves they rampage and roll, carving crevices in the rocks of the reefs and terrorising sharks and killer whales. But greater than all of these, was the ultimate dragon: _

_The Seadragonus Giganticus Maximus. _

_All of these other sea-dragons are super-small compared to a Seadragonus Giganticu Maximus. A Seadragon like that is twenty times as big as the big blue whale, and kills for the fun of it. It is a cruel, careless mystery, like the ocean itself. It could swallow ten large viking ships in one gulp and not even notice. But you will have to take my word for it, as the dragons are rapidly disappearing. They are crawling back into the sea from whence they came, leaving not a bone, not a fang for the men of the future to remember them by. So, in order that these amazing creatures should not be forgotten, I will tell this true story from my childhood. _

_I was once a friend of the boy in this story, and my dragon a friend of several of the dragons in it. So therefore, we shall be splitting each woeful chapter between us..._

_As I sit at my desk writing these words, I am accompanied by my faithful Goldclipper dragon Besarth, and my hunting dragon, a red monstrous nightmare called Kegan. Kegan sits on the desk, among a mishmash of feathers, papers, books and my favourite quill, made out of a deep blue feather tipped with gold..._

_The house shudders with the force of dragon snores, belonging to one of my oldest friends (aside from Besarth, of course.) His name is Balthazaar, a huge hillside of a dragon. He's a skywalker, a distant relation of the windwalker, but larger and fiercer, wilder, and much, much more ancient. He's the purest shade of cerulean, with splotches of shimmering gold and pink. He's been asleep for quite some time now, and at first I feared he was entering a sleep coma from which he might not leave until I'm long dead and gone. But every so often, is that a fluttering eyelid I see, or the twitch of a great taloned paw? _

_Soon, I hope that I will see those piercing, regal yellow eyes once again, so that I can spend my last years with my faithful friend. But enough about me - it's time for the tail to unfold._

_Long ago, on the wild and windy Isle of Berk, a smallish viking with a longish name stood up to his ankles in snow..._

**So, what did you think? Good?**

**I changed a few names so that the characters so far weren't just same-old same-old, but if you can tell who the narrator and her dragon are you get cookies!**

**Name translations: **

**Besarth: Meaning Golden Oath**

**Kegan: (Pronounced Kay-gan) Meaning Tiny Little Fire**

**The last line and some of the paragraphs are borrowed/altered from the How To Train Your Dragon Books. Please note this fic is set in the books, not the film.**


End file.
